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CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS COMICS 

\ou liked "Banner Comics""? Then you'll 
really go for CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS 
COMICS. Something NEW has been added! 
It's THE SWORD. Just an ordinary kid 
like so many of your friends, but once he 
pulls Excalibur from its stone scabbard. , . . 
Well, you've simply got to read it. And 
then there are all the "regulars" — . with 
more ZIP and DASH, too! 

LIGHTNING COMICS 

With "Lash" Lightning leading the way, 
The Raven, Dr. Nemesis. Marvo the Magi- 
cian, Cappie Young, Hap Hazard and Congo 
Jack whisk you on an expedition chuck 
full of action, mystery, thrills and high 
adventure. Lightning Comics is the next 
best thing to owning a Magic Carpel! And 
that's no fairy tale! Get your copy today 
and "go to town." 
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WITH DA.VBY. HIS 
2VCUNG FRIEND WHC 
/WEARS A "UTTi-E 
7MAGNO SUIT" AND 
L5HARES HIS MAG- 
7NETIC POWERS, 
'WAcNO \:.A.S - ER C- 

i AT ALL. T:vi£3 ,\ D£- 
£ PENSE OFAMK "A 
7AND OP THE POOR 
7 AND OPPRESSED. . 




\AND THE BA&2-M FALLS FC& IT. 



GO INTO MV PRIVATE 
SOOM. . A5 I VA% SAVING, THE 
ONUV THING THAT 5TOP5 ME 
FROM STARTING NOW " 
MAGNOiVONCe i HAVE 
-C.N.O A VAVCF TAKING 
CARE Of= HIM 



1 --— ~AS TH£y EiNTEE?^--v, 
J/ THE COBRA'S PRIVATE 

ROOM, THE CQ9iW STRIKES. 
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BARONS VEINS, KILLING 
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TKAVELS 
TO MAGNO, 
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GUABDINGAN 
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SECRET IN 
THE AERO 
AEROPLANE 
FftCTCi 



3N, MAGNO! IT'S) 
UNO HEBE! —< 



WWCOME Ol 
DULL ABOU 

~~E'S NOTHING HAPPEN' 
LET'S DO WHAT THE 
F SAYS! 
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SUE2E MA3NQ 



VE GOT TO GET IT FROM 

E SOME RAT 

f STEALS IT! VOU'RE MERRILL'S 

j FRlENDANO IT WOULD BE 

EASIER? FOR YOU TO GET 

i THE AMULET! J 
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I GERALD F. MERRILL, HAVEl 
TREMENDOUS POWER FOE 1 
THE FIRST TIME IN MVLlFE. 
THERE ARE MANiy EVILS —* 

WHICH MUST BE CORRECTED. 

I THERE ARE. "" 





GIVE ME THAT AMULET. 
THAT'S FOR GREAT " '" 

NOT - — 




NOW THEY SHALL 
WRATH OF THE COSRAl I 
HA! AND WITH THE AMULET^ 
TO STOP MAGNO, I CANT.C5:! 



EELTHEl 
RAl HA> J 
a ^a i n sr ^ 




AND UPOSJ THE PEACEFUL 
CITV OP CHICAGO.A REIGN 
OP TERROR 15 LET LOOSE, 
THE BROWN SHIRTS. LIKE 
OPIUM-DRUGGED AM MALS 
TEAR THROUGH THE STREETS 
DESTROYING EVERYTHING 
IN-THEIR PATH 
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MASNO\ \IVE GOT YOU, MAGN3! YCU'LL 
LAND MILES AND MILES ., 
' FROM) HERE! j ~ 




HA! HA1 HA! THE RADIO 
WON'T WORK!. My MEN 
HAVE TAKEN CARE OP 
THE ANNOUNCER' 



AND HE DOES IT, SLOWLY 
AhlD WITH UTMOST PA- 
TIENCE, THE C03RA CUTS 
THE ROPE WITH HIS SHARP 
EDGED NAILS. . -SfiggS 




IT'S TOO BAC WE COULD 
NOT STOP THE BgOWN 
SHIRTS BEFORE THEV 
DiD SO MUCH DAMAGE 



THE CQ 315A SlV=EP= INTOACTiOMj 

pardon"* 




SPEED TO THE COBffA'S HIDE- 



ALL R:G-~ U, 
WE'RE CHAINED CriMEN, LET'S, 
TO THIS OIL TANK, T1GO. THE r-' 
DAVEY AND I CAN l Tj>CHieF -£. 
rv 




/HOORAY! WE 

CAN USE OUR 
. MAGNETiSr ■ 
■. NOW 



MAGNO FREES DAVEV AND 
SWIFT AS EAGLES THEY SOAR 
TQWAgp5 THE AIRDROME 




NOTICE.. H 



;\ MASNG'SROOV.TnE 
CC3RA 6V.-ASS CAV=v5 

■- wE<5 WITH CUN- 
= C\-. ^ = = TAK.= N ^-_V 
DyNAM 




DOESN'T HE STOP? 
AYBE HE DOESN'T 
SEE. . " 





GOT WOEK TO DO. 



fillifl 



LOOK, DAVEvl SOME- 
how the cobra's 
getting out of the 
massh.es: 





teHi-ii-.O /hOLD TIGHT 
bs^i— *&■ \ WE'LL PULL 

j J \H1M DOWN" " 
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IN A DESERT OF OUR GREAT SOOTH 
WEST A GOVERNMENT EXPERIMENTAL 
STATION AND TE5TIN5 GROUNDS 'VMS 
GROWNJN THESE TIMES OFAUrCUT 

WAR ,TO THE SIZE OF A SMALL 

CITY. 



SO IMPORTANT IS THE BUSINESS 
CARRIER ON HERE THAT ALL WORKERS 
LIVE RIGHT OH THE GROUNDS WHICH 
ARE GUARDED AND PATR.OLED 
CONSTANTLY &VSOLDIE.RS... 




AND IN A 

LABORATORY | 

ON TY\£ J 



^y I HAVE. W 
=T EXPERIMENTS 
ARE OVER/ 




EVERY STREET GROUND THE BLOCK 
IS IN FUMES. WE'RE 5URR0UNDED SI 
THE. FIRE .' 

TRAPPED/ S%i 



T LOOKS LIKE. 
OUR PLAN WORKED 
NICELY.' 




J WHEN THE FLAMES REACH THE \ 
LABORATORY BUILDINGS WITH " 

THEIR HlfiHLT EXPLOSIVE CHEMICALS, 
DR. ALLEN CARTER. AND ALL 
HIS FINDINGS, SO HARMFUL 
TO OUR CAU5E,WI 
" BE &LOWN TO 
PIECES 



f\, 5MOKE SMARR, SHALL PROBABLY ^ 
RECEIVE A MEDAL FROM OER FUEHRER 
HIMSELF FOR THIS DAY'S WORK. ^ 
BV THE L00K5 OF THINGS THAT 
WHOLE DANGEROUS TESTING- GROUND! 
WILL BE DESTROYED ATTHE. 
SAME. TIME 



f THE FLAMED ARE 

i WORKING THEIR. WAV 

RIGHT TOWARD THE 

CHEMICAL LABORATORY. 

THERE IT GOES 




'(HAVE YOUR FUN WITH "TOUR LITTLE C 
r N— . PISTOLS.MEH. KYTURN IS 




THE. FIRE -BOMB EXPLODES RICHT | 
IN VULCAN'S FACE F «~~~ " 





VULCAN PITS HIS FIERV STRENGTH AND POWER 
AGAINST ANOTHER VICIOUS CRIME. IN THE 

NEXT ISSUE OF 
SUPER - MVSrER V COAI/CS 
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P/l/£ AMERICAN 
SUPER- BOMBERS 
ARE 3EINO FLOWN 
ACROSS THE. ATLAN- 
TIC TO ENOLANP, TO 
Up IN HER 6TRU&&L 
AGAINST BRUTAL 
TVRANNV 




Z/ FIGHTER PLANE'S APPEARS 





VE HAF OESTROVSD 

PER O&JECTIVE! ALL 

PLANES RETURN TO OSR 

SECRET- OCEAN HANGAR! 




AMBRICA COUCa 3UIL.D 
OZENS OF THBSS, AND 

THE SEA LANES HUNDR£p$\ 
' MIL-ES OEE HEIR COAS7 
TSG.C-EPT ANV POZZ/31-t 
ENEMY ATTACH/ 




^TthE WIRELESS OPERATOR t 
^f /5 WALKING AWAY/ MOW'S 

^fr MY CHANCE TO CONTACT ' 
THE COMMANDER ON 




... AND THE BRITISH 
COMMANDER RECEIVES 
THE MESSA&E/ 





8E£W VOWH 
' LON6 
_ _ To DROiW 
THREE OR FOUR 
TWES. W£ CAN 

NOW WE'lC SOT\a5S0SSD 







W& HAVE 1 TME AOVAUTAGE OF 
1U0SB ~MV6S, UOVJ, MISS ARWOLP, 
7tfEYTbllNKYOU'R0OEAD. |Vfi- 
AW 10EA WE CAW USE TMAT AS 
A WEAPON A&AINST THEM, 



©OVWG SWIFTLY UNDERWIT 
TUB Mltil-SVB M4K£S IT.S 



WAY UP TUB RIVER. 




|5 aflWS ARNQU? LOOKS 

wcl0->br,$u£ recognizes 
The maw tied to the, 
rdlea5 her father..^ 




FIRST THIWS, PEG -LKv ycU GO 
BACK. TO THE NATIVE VILLAGE AND 
8R/WS Ofe OF THER C4l=FTAjNS 
BACk HER? AS- QUiCK AS >©U CflM' 



not vco -niey wont, pe&, . 

TMESg NATIVES ARE5L/PEF- 
STiTlOUS OF OUE-LB&GEZy 
MEW, THEVZ-l BE AFI?AfD OF J 
>OU..SO DO AS r SAY'/-* 

^5AXSO,CAPW/ 




S-SOMgTUWS 5-SWT 7W6 , 
DOCRI ITS LOCKEB/ J„^ ^ 

S-HOST/ 




W£-V/E'wr been t.TvVds ALL JUST 
SLIGHTER, ,<0'STG CONFESS' yS,?, 

^Suckers, 
fall for it/ 




eoys s sirls, captain 

GALLANT WILL THRILL 
you IN THE NEXT I^UI 
. . ./"iSctinc^rlel- 



...= NEXT MINUTE J203BST 
| 0LAKTE, Q^5T s *=L£^g£SL 

-■ pS NC ?AL ; BECOMES SUCffSKtH 
THE" TeEEOS OF SPIES-. - 
SABOTEUQS AND TCArTOES. 
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-ffi&vtfiSUte- AT TWE FACTOEY ^ 



'CUR CMIEF l.A'XASJSE. SAID YOU 
WESE OJB OF t^*" VVE'EZESTC-rc 
frSITArr&fZG AND WE-flE ABOUT 



_|'STA«T a'WAU'CUT; HEP2E1 
V(CU C50INC5 TO TAKE CAEE 
tp(= VOUG SECTION 



r TOLD 

THOSE 

OTHBC 

TGAITOES 

THAT TM 

HAVINfi 

'NOTHING T 



S^ 



LAZA&GS SAID WE 
ViifiHT HAVE TBO UBt fE 
VIT THIS CSWC.-T- LETS 
, SET HIM OUT OF TUB 



YOU MESi Play an jmp*o/?ta*st 

PAEZT IN AW£SlCA5 iSiZEW 
DET^ENSE PBOSWM... CUE WCMEN 
AMD c=H il_PEH.f-i rslEE'D YOUB &£'£.&'' \ 
(SO BACK TO VC5LJE WOKK AN 
FOESET "THIS A/0*/&£W£'&f 




WELL HlGE A BUNCH CF 
THUS5 ANP DCESS THEM- 
UPA5 iV^^^-fSSANDSET 
THEM TO wraECKifsiS THE 
FACTOPCvC.. "THE COPS WILL 
THINK THE IVCGKECS 






'lAZABGE AMD HIS <3ArsJi5 

AEE 3CHNJC3 TO ffTABT 
TROUBLE' ASAINJ DCWW AT 

THE FACTORVTHIS MORN- 
ING WE'P bettes iserr 




THEY (SOT THE 
WCCKEE5 TO 
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OLD BEN PLOVERS' seamy lace resembled 
a thundercloud in the carmen rays of the 
sputtering lamp. The old man's stubbled 
chin jutted out stubbornly, and his bony 
fist rattled the table between him and the young 
towhead gent. 

"I don't give a continental how much you need 
work." Old Ben snorted. "I ain't givin' you no 
job. Between them rustlin's and that danged 
skunk. Dirk Stribbler. pesterin' me every wakin' 
minute to sell out. I ain't trustin' nobody. Be- 
sides — " Plovers' frostv eves narrowed at the kid 
—"how in hell do 1 know you ain't one of Strib- 
bler's men? I had to fire the last three gents on 
that account. I wouldn't put it past Dirk to — " ■ 

The younker— he wasn't a shade over seventeen 
— hitched up his gunbelt and spat, There was an 
equally stubborn set to his firm lips as he tipped 
back his Stetson and stared levelly at Old Ben. 

"Listen. Mister.'' he said quietly. "I ain't rid 
sixty miles in sun an' dust an' sweat just to be 
turned down. An' it you think this hombre you 
call Stribbler had anything to do with my bein' 
here, you're loco with the heat. I'm tellin' you, I 
gotta have a job. Even if I have to work for 
nothin". I ain't had a square meal in — '' 

Old Ben Plovers' brittle gaze swept the youth. 
As he'd said, he'd had hell enough already with 
the rustlings which were slowly draining his 
meager little Circle P herd. Old Ben knew it was 
Dirk Stribbler's doings. Stribbler ran the adjoining 
Box Horn S layout. His land was poor for grazing. 
Old Ben's was good, thick with lush grama grass. 
Hence Stribbisi'j pei-sUierv. fciiemnt? to rustle Old 
Ben's steers. If Dirk couldn't buy Old Ben out, 
he'd wipe him out. 

Plovers knew that was it. And he'd found out 
recently that the three cowpokes he'd had to fire 
were in Stribbler's pay. No wonder Old Ben 
didn't trust anyone any more. 

"No use palaverin'," he told .the dusty stranger 
who'd given his name as Bill Hardy. "The job's 
out. An' I'm givin' you jest five minutes to make 
yourself scarce. I got no time for lyin' coyotes. 
Get goin' now, or — " 

A heavy boot heel on the porch outside sliced 
him short. Wheeling. Old Ben was confronted by 
a tall, heavyset gent with slitted fox eyes. The 
latter was trailed in by eight, tough, bearded 
hombres. The big gent sidled over to Old Ben. 

"How about it, Plovers*-" he jerked, without 
further introduction, "You still set on holdin' onto 
this mangy dump?" His pudgy fingers caressed 
the slick butt of the six-gun at_his hip. 

Old Ben Plovers jaw outthrust more than ever. 
His gray hair fairly bristled. 

"You know damn' well I ain't sellin'. Dirk 
Stribbler,' 1 the old fellow grated. "Leastwise to a 
skunk like you. You been doin' your best to get 
my land. An' you ain't got me fooled with them 
rustlin's. Sell out to a snake like you? In a horned 
toad's eye I will!" 

Dirk . Stribbler's leer took' on a nasty twist. 



"Gettin tough, huh? Well, Plovers, I reckon y 
change your tunc after tonight. I—" His shuttered 
eyes fell on Bill Hardy. "Who in hell's this kid?" 

'You ought to know.'" growled Old Ben, gaunt 
hand slithering hip ward. "SeehY as he's o 
your gunslicks!" 

But at that moment the kid went into i. 
His right hand streaked down. up. had the gun in 
it lacing swift lead at the men' before him. Ont 
gent's Stetson rocketed clear across the room 
Another whiskered hombre nursed a dripping 
arm. Bill Hardy braced himself on straddled legs, 
.45 steady and smoking. 

"Better clear out. Mister Stribbler," he 
gested. "It mightn't be healthy around here 

Oid Ben's hogleg joined Hardv's then. "Yeah," 
Plovers said dryly. "Not so damn healthy." 

Before the old man could prevent it. Dirk Strib- 
bler had jerked to one side, whipped a shin 
in the kid's face. The grim weapon spat vicit 

Bill Hardy dnipped his six-shooter as if il 
a fireball. Hi: rolled limply to the Door, blood 
oozing from a slash in the forehead. Dodging 
skimming lead from Ben Plovers, Stribblet 
shot the old rancher's gun from his hand. 014 
Ben clawed at his smarting fingers, leathery face 
pleated with pain. 

rn a flash, Stribbler's men had Old Ben trussed 
up with rope like a sheaf of wheat. "Drag 'ini oul 
to the bronc," the burly cowman ordered. "Wc'l 
teach the ol' coot to buck us." 

BODILY, they hustled Old Ben outside and 
onto a sleek roan. With a curse. Old Ben g w 
it was his own horse, already saddled. He strains 
futilely at the biting ropes. 
■ "Damn you, Stribbler! What in hell—" 

Dirk gave a short laugh. His fox eyes snapped 
as he forked his horse. 

"I figured you'd turn down my offer." he sail 
"So I had the bovs get things readv beforehani 
Plovers, I'm settlin' your hash for good tonigh 
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Cash Dodd gets a squint of you at his i> 

a pair o' pliers, you'll be salted down for keeps. 

Especially after I tell him what I caught 3 



With that threat the ranchi 
the rest of the ride into the night. 

But Old Ben Plovers' set face had gone ashen. 
He tugged harder than ever at his ropes. Old Ben 
didn't need a diagram to tell him what Dirlr 
meant. Stribbler was going to rustle some of Cash 
Dodd's stock, then plant Ben as the guilty one. 
Old Ben groaned. Cash Dodd owned the Hacka- 
more D, five miles from the Circle P. For months 
Cash had been on the boil about losing cattle. 
He'd even got posse help, offered a reward to the 
gent who'd bring in the rustlers. Old Ben wouldn't 
stand a chance if Cash figured he was behind the 



Trouble-Buster 



Howe 



The aged rancher thought of the brave kid who 
[had given his liie trying to help clean out the 
Stribbler coyotes. '"Pore cuss," Old Ben muttered 
ihicklv to himself. "And I figured he was in 
cahoots with Dirk." Thought of that, and the way 
the kid had pleaded for a job, brought a lump to 
Bid Ben's throat. It almost made him forget for 
the moment his own impending fate. 

Once at the west end of the Hackamore D, 
Dirk and his punchers dismounted. It was a cloudy 
night, the moon a blurred platter of haze, so there 
was small chance they'd be detected. Grinning. 
Stribbler yanked Old Ben from his bronc, pulled 
him over to the fence while the rest started cutting. 
"Soon's the boys clean out them steers," Dirk 
chuckled. "I'll send a man in town to get the 
sheriff. They'll pick Cash Dodd up on the way 
back., I kin see Cash's face now when he spots 
you with them pliers." 

The big fellow's sides began to shake. His eyes 
fallowed his men riding through the freshly cut 
opening in the wire fence. They headed for the 
Hackamore D steel's bedded do'wn in a little dip. 
Stribbler guffawed uncontrollably. 

"While you're coolin' off in jail, I'll be takin' 
over your spread. The spread you was so sure 
you'd never give up., Hal Hal" 

Old Ben squirmed until he purpled. "You 
wouldn't think it so damn funny if I was loose." 

Kis aching muscles bunched in a hopeless effort 
™ part the rope. 

"Haw! Haw!" roared Stribbler. "Jailed because 
he didn't want to hand over his spread. By gosh, 
I never had so much—" 

The sudden thump of cold iron on skull bone 
made Old Ben jump. Looking up. he saw Stribbler 
fold like a paper doll. Dirk didn't move an inch 
from where he'd fallen. 

But it was the wraithlike figure hovering over 
the rancher that made Old Ben almost gasp aloud. 
In the -uncertain moonlight, he had spotted the 
towhead. a tensed young faee. 

■'Sorry. Mister." the newcomer was saying. "But 
I guess I jest ain't got the same brand o' humor 
you have." 

Quickly, he removed Old Ben's ropes, wound 
them tightly about the limp Stribbler. 

"Hardy, by thunder!" Plovers finally managed 
to-blurt. "I thought you was out cold!" 

Bill Hardy gave a short grunt. "So did Stribbler. 
But he only creased me. Listen. Mister Plovers, 
you reckon you'd care to have a try at roundin' 
up the rest of them rustlers?" 

Old Ben Plovers squinted at the kid as if he 
thought he was crazy." 

"Round 'em ud! "Why vou durn fool, they're 
eight to our two. And we never could sick the 
law-dogs on 'em in time. Look! They're got them 
steers ready to drive out now!" 



BILL HARDY nodded. Stribbler 
rolling the Hackamore D animals 
stubbie field toward the fence. "Which 



ddie 



gotta work fast." the kid snapped. "I got a plan. 
Here, you check your saddle cinches while I git to 
work on that fence." Pliers in hand, he scurried 
to the opening. 

Old Ben Plovers was, sure the kid was loco now, 
but he hadn't time to argue. Those Box Horn S 
gents were getting uncomfortably close. Old Ben 
made a hasty examination of his saddle rigging. 
Over near the feneepost, Dirk Stribbler was just 
coming to. Through dimmed eyes he made out 
Old Ben and Bill Hardy galloping yards apart 
from each other, -straight for .the men hazing out 
the Hackamore D steers. Each was riding a rise 
a bit above the rustlers. Stribbler spat out a 
savage curse, thin lips curling in a sneer. 

"Tryin* to catch 'em at it, huh." he groaned. 
"They must be nuts. My boys'll mow 'em down 
like grass. Look out. fellers." he raised his voice 
thjunderingly. "It's Plovers an' the kid on the 
loose. Give 'em hell!" 

Stribbler's men gawked at the horsemen head- 
ing quickly for them. Then they had their spurs 
biting bronc-flesh, guns out coughing. They dashed 
at the two gents fogging eagerly for certain suicide. 
Then a funny thing happened. Box Horse S men 
began to drop from their saddles. Three, five gents 
whanged free of leather, to be trampled by the 
spooked-up herd about them. Stribbler gasped. 
Men continued to fall, and still not a shot fired 
from either the old man or his kid helper! 

"Hell!" choked Stribbler. "I'm the one that's 
nuts. I'm clean outta my head." 

Ben Plovers and Bill Hardy were out of their 
saddles, disarming the few gents not killed by the 
rush of cattle. In a drove, they herded them to 
where the trussed-up rancher lay. Bill Hardy's 
flushed lace wrinkled in a grin. 

"Still want to call in the sheriff an' Cash Dodd, 
Mister Stribbler?" he asked. , 

Plovers!" the pale Dirk pleaded. "Take my men, 
my spread, anything, but get me to a doc quick. 
I'm clean daft. "i just now seen eight men knocked 
out by a ghost!" 

Old Ben Plovers grinned through his sweat. He 
twirled his six-gun in the big cattleman's face. 

"Take another look, Stribbler. At our hawsses, 
I mean. Thanks to your pliers, that feneewire we 
hooked onta our saddle horns shaved your men 
from their broncs slickei'r. ;; whistle. They couldn't 
spot the wire in this light. You ain't daft. Strib- 
bler. Just dumb. Outsmarted by a towheaded kid." 
Plovers turned to Hardy who had just finished 
roping his captives in their saddles, "Well, what 
you standin' around gawkin' for'.' Get them skunks 
inta town and hustle back that reward. You an' 
me got a lot of day-herdin' to do tomorrow. Gents 
on my payroll has to sweat for their keep." 

Old Ben was still grinning as he watched the 
riders fade on the distant hill. Some day, he told 
himself, when he was too old for active work, 
he'd turnthe Circle P over to younger shoulders. 
To a gent, maybe, with a towhead. and clear gray 
eyes. Old Ben started whistling. 




f LOOK, GEORGE! , 
COMES PEEWEE SPORTIN' 
HIS NEW 5TRIPES 



'SOMETHIN' TELLS 
'ME HE'S GOIfJ- TO 
COME TO GRIEF 
THEM, AL-- IF . 

DOESN'T WATCH OUT 




YOUBOVS GOT NOTHIN' J I THAT? WHAT i BEEN \ 
TO WOtWY ABOUT, WITH S.TELUN' GEORGE / ™ 
.CORPORAL PEEWEE WILSON 
OOKIN' AFTER. YOU.' ' 

PROMOTED TO G£\'c.r<AL)~ -*=\ S ' \, 








AS^r 



THE NIGHT BEFOEE THE MAIM- 
ERS PEEWEE DREAMS THAT HE 
HAS BECOME A GENERAL 




THAT NIGHT, AS PEEWEE SLEEPS, 
WITH THE REST OF THE SQUAD IN 
OH THE JOKE --ALAND GEORGE 
LEAVE QUIETLY AND 




/wen/ ah'm goi/j' ahaid alone 
to fox hill aw scout the enemy 
position. ah'il find out vjhar it's 
easier to attack "em from/ 
t stay hba:- — 




AS PEEWEE HURRIES OFF ON V 

BO AD TO POX 
IRE THAT THE SIGN- 
POST HAS SEEN KEVER5ED " 




r PEEWEE DOESN'T EVEN 
KNOW HE'S QOIN- IN THE 
WXONG DIRECTION/ _T? 



--■ CvJHAT ARE YOU MEN DOING HERE ? i, 
/ DON'T YOU KNOW THE ATTACK MAS 
^ STARTED? WHERE IS YOUR CORPGHAL 




ROAD! NO 
ACTION TAKES PLACE 
THERE . ' 

your corporal inilson 
put in the guardhouse 
for this/ meanwhile, 
you men follow me ' 
until we contact an07heh 
company:' 



UD SO PEEWEE'5 squAOGOES 

FF IW THE REAL DIHECTIOW OF 

THE ATTACK. I 




3c 



"SffHfcg 



ATA TUBW IN THE ROAD FEEWEE 
CaMES UPON -a DESERTED BAHH 
/IND- 




AS THE STAFF CAR REACHES THE BATTLE ZONE 
IT GETS THE &KJWTOF WAY. OFFICERS AND MEN 
SALUTE, MJSTAKIMS T(4£ OCCUPANTS FOft THS. 
BEAl GENERAL STAFF- \~ 




(5EE ? THEY WILL OBEY US BUNDLY! 
>WE MU-OHDE8A CHARGE BYTHE INFANTR 
' AHO ARTILLERY INTO THE TANK CHARGE 

COMING FSOMTHE OTHER. SIDE, t 'JST 3ZPZZT 
\ IN6- ANY RESISTANCE - - THEY WILL CRASH 
f FULL SPEEP INTO EACH OTHER..' THE STVPIO 
I AMERICANS WILL 8H STUNNED &Y THIS 

MASTER f£ 




UWDERTHE 
•- MEN AND 
LIKE CERTA 



DWBOLICAL C0MMAWD5OFTHE FAKE GENERAL STAFF 
TANKS RU5H TDWAR05 E ACH OTHER IN WHAT SEEMS J 
M DISASTE R WHEN-- [ 



PEEWEE DELIBERATELY STEERS 
THE STAFF CAR IN BETWEEN THE 
TWO F0RCE5 JUS T IN TIME TO 
STOP THEM ' ' 





WELL, YOU HAVEN'T HAD ANY UNTIL YOU'VE 
READ "4 FAVORITES" AND "OUR FLAG" COMICS! 




4 FAVORITES COMICS 



if 



njoy THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER 
in Uur Flag"; if MAGNO and DAVEY 
thrill you i n "Super-Mystery"; if "Lightning 
Comics" astounds you with "LASH" LIGHT- 
NING and THE RAVEN, can you imagine 
how much fun and enjoyment you'll get from 
"Four Favorites"? For in this comic hook 
you'll find long, action-packed stories of all 
four of these favorites' Get your copy NOW ! 



OUR FLAG COMICS 



Watch for the April issue! You'll meet 
MR. RISK, the man who broadcasts: "Is 
your life in danger? Then, let me take 
your place!" Tigers slink away from him; 
thieves want no part of him; and as for 
murderers — well! He's NEW; he's DIF- 
FERENT; he's REAL! And, of course 
there're also the old stand-bys, THE FLAG 
THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER, and THE 
THREE CHEERS. They're always swell' 




ACT NOW! 

ON THIS BARGAIN OFFER 




I*r«*fc*nd*t 


nelctte 


...-ii-=r r--I.Lor.ed r««. 








Delrai 


Sl::-:!;:-, Per:: 1 :'? T>T-" 
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